The Goddess and the Demon

Chapter 3:

Cornelia sat back, trying her best to relax with her arm suspended in the air. It had been a while since Lelouch had left, but her mind was still trying to process what he told her. Was Euphie's death really a terrible accident? Was his life as Zero really tearing him up inside as much as it appeared during that conversation? What else had he suffered through recently that he hadn't told her? Her thoughts were interrupted as the door to her makeshift prison cell opened.

Jeremiah Gottwald came in carrying a covered tray and what appeared to be... syrup? She glared at him. He smiled sheepishly, "I'm sorry for taking so long, Your Highness, but Master Lelouch insisted that he be the one to feed you this first meal himself. It took a while to get prepared, we didn't have all the ingredients on board the Ikaruga, so we had to send someone down to the shops to buy the rest."

Cornelia raised an eyebrow, curious. "What is it?"

The man chuckled softly. "That's a surprise. Master Lelouch gave me explicit instructions not to tell you, and that he wanted to feed it to you himself." He set the meal on the table and knelt down. "I apologize again for the uncomfortable position you're in. I'm certain you'll be moved somewhere more comfortable once Master Lelouch has found a suitable place to keep you from the rest of the crew. Goodbye, You Highness."

Before the princess could respond, Jeremiah stood and stepped quickly out of the room. He was clearly uncomfortable with seeing a member of royalty detained as such, but it wasn't his place to question his lord. The door slid closed, but without the electric beep of the security lock. Cornelia sighed and returned to her thoughts. Keep me from the rest of the crew? Cornelia thought. Must just be taking precautions in case I told everyone who he was.

Something suddenly dawned on her. Something Lelouch had said. "However, when she told me she had given up her title and renounced her chance at the throne... that she had done it all for Nunnally, so that my sister could be happy with me.." Wait... that means Euphie knew who Zero was? When did she know? Why hadn't she said anything? The realization just gave her more questions. Ones she needed to get answered. Euphie knew who he was and trusted him enough to give up everything for them... until it all went wrong. That can't be right. He had to have made that up. Even as she thought it, she knew she was wrong. Her sister had known who Zero was, and didn't tell her.

Cornelia was saddened by the realization. It was so tragic. She still didn't want to believe it, but deep down she always trusted in her sister. Euphie was a person true to herself. If she trusted Lelouch, then she must have truly believed in him. Her thoughts were interrupted yet again as the door slid back open. She lifted her head and started to speak. "Zero..." Her words died in her throat as a group of four men walked through the door clad in the uniform of the Black Knights.

When they noticed her they were stunned. Not a one of them knew where she had come from, but every one of them knew who she was. "Well, if it isn't the Brit-bitch princess herself..." His grin turned positively malevolent as the four walked into the room, letting the door slide shut behind them. She glowered at them. "My my that's some expression. If only looks could kill." The four begin to laugh loudly.

"Why are you here?" she spat, suddenly very much wanting to be out of the restraints on her hand and feet. They only looked more intrigued.

"The better question is, Your Highness..." the sarcasm dripping off of the honorific, "...why are you in our room?" They fanned out around her in a half circle, each one of them roaming their eyes over her perfect body. She felt her heart sink. She most certainly didn't like the way this was starting to look.

"This is my prison, obviously, now why don't you worms just go find Zero so he can explain," she tried to put as much condescension into her voice as possible, but she couldn't entirely bury the fear that was beginning to overwhelm her. They're going to kill me, or worse... She didn't want to finish what that 'or worse' could entail, but from the way the men were staring at her, she already knew what was coming.

A second man shook his head. "Tsk. You shouldn't antagonize your enemy." She could swear her heart just stopped. "Especially when it's clear that Zero just gave you to us as a gift."

Her eyes suddenly went wide with shock. He wouldn't have, would he? Why would Jeremiah have come in just a few minutes ago to bring me some special meal if I was just being offered up as a toy for his pawns? "I'm not some prize for you and your filth. Just go find Zero and he'll clear this up." Her voice was nearly pleading, and she cursed herself for it. She didn't want them to know she was terrified of them, it would only make things worse.

Another man laughed and leaned closer to her, lightly running a hand over her cheek. She recoiled in disgust, but couldn't move far. The group just laughed. "Hey Mitsu, hit the lock on the door, and let's enjoy this... gift... that Lord Zero obviously left for us as a reward for how well we did at that research facility yesterday." The one that must be Mitsu turned around and punched in his low-level security lock on the door.

Cornelia began to break out into a cold sweat. She didn't know what to do. She certainly didn't like where this was headed, but with her body restrained as it was, she was powerless to do anything about it. Zero. I just have to stall until Zero arrives. That special meal there has to be hot, and he wants to feed it to me himself... surely he was on the way right now. I just have to manage until he gets here. She was about to try and bargain with them when she felt something in her mouth. She struggled when she realized one of them had taken off his belt and socks. He had stuffed the socks in her mouth and then used his belt to tie it around her to keep the socks in place, effectively gagging her.

She started to panic, thrashing about in the solid chair, struggling against her bonds. It was no use, she was stuck. She felt a pair of hands on her full breasts, and she struggled harder, thrashing about to no avail. She just didn't have the slack to move. She was powerless to stop what was coming. She felt suddenly cool air on her chest as one of them ripped open her tight top, baring her chest to the group. Followed quickly by something wet on one of her breasts, sucking and licking across them. Then another pair of lips on the other. She turned her head and closed her eyes tight, tears trailing down her cheeks.

"Aww look guys, the pompous princess bitch is crying." They started to laugh. The man then grabbed her hair, painfully holding her in place as he whispered into her ear, "Do you know how many friends of ours have died fighting your Britannia?" He backhanded her across the face. "Let's tie her legs to the armrests so we can get to the main course." They laughed again, but this time she had an idea. They would have to untie her legs briefly to move them. She wasn't powerless anymore. She could do something.

Two of the four men took firm holds on her legs while another untied them from the base of the chair. The last guy grabbed her belt, removing it and then reaching for the waist of her tight pants. She held perfectly still, letting them think she was resigned to it all. He slid her pants down, past her knees. He then ran his hand back up her thigh and whistled appreciatively. She shuddered in disgust. He then grabbed the edges of her panties, bringing them down to meet her pants, just above where her legs were being held down. The guy the took a look at the neatly trimmed patch of purple hair between her thighs and whistled again before reaching up to grope her sex. She ground her teeth at the disgusting sock in her mouth, still patiently waiting for her moment.

"Alright, let's get the clothes off one side and bring the leg up. Careful now, you know what a handful this soldier bitch can be." They hadn't noticed that her tears had stopped. They didn't realize she was so still. When the guy let go to move his grip to her thigh, she kicked, hard. The man was hit firmly in the jaw with her boot, sending him backwards to crash against the floor. She turned her hate-filled gaze onto the degenerate men in front of her as another scrambled to get a hold of her, now free, leg. The woman was a goddess on the battlefield, and she fully intended to show this scum why. Before the next guy got a grip, she brought the leg back and over the head of the guy holding her other leg, hooking her knee around his face. Her powerful thigh muscles flexing hard and pulling him off of her leg, bringing another of the men slamming head-first into the floor.

Then the world went black for a moment, when the man that had backhanded her prior, then hit her in the side of the head with the butt of his pistol. When she came to, they were just finishing tying her legs to the armrests with their belts, leaving her spread open for their pleasure. The tears broke out again as she was left unable to do anything but weep and await the inevitable.

Lelouch continued down the hallway. His call with Suzaku had gone better than expected. Granted, Suzaku hadn't promised anything, but it was a start. Maybe, just maybe he could convince the Knight of Seven to protect Nunnally. He just needed to make sure Cornelia had her meal and would be alright. As much as he didn't want to admit it, she was the only person near him that he still cared for. C.C. wasn't herself anymore, and everyone else was either dead or taken by the Emperor. Even if Cornelia hated him forever, he'd be absolutely certain she would live on.

He reached the door to the room and took a deep breath. He was sure she wouldn't want to see him, but he wanted to give her that special meal to let her know he still had a heart, however broken and shredded it was. He knew she loved french toast when he was still living as a prince, he just hoped she still liked it. He reached up and tapped in his special access code, the one reserved for only him and those trusted enough with his true identity. The only people with that level of access were Jeremiah, Rolo, Kallen, C.C. (well, the old one), and himself.

The door slid open with a whoosh and a click. He stepped through the door, not facing up just yet. "Cornelia, I know you don't want to see me, but..." He froze as his gaze came upon her, reclined in the chair, completely exposed to him and tied down, with three of his own men standing around her and touching her. A forth had just dropped his pants and was stepping between the princess' legs. Lelouch's hands curled into fists. She looked up to see him, her eyes full of tears and her face flushed bright red when she realized he could see all of her body.

The man that was getting ready to enter her turned. "Oh... thanks, Zero, this is a perfect gift." They all cheered for him. Cornelia began to cry harder.

Lelouch was trembling with rage. "What the FUCK do you think you're doing?"

The sudden shout caused all of the men to stop, the main one pulling his pants back on. "She was in our room.. I figured she was a reward for doing so well on our last mission where we attacked that Britannian research facility."

The man in the Zero mask was about to explode, trying very hard to contain his anger. He unclasped his cape and draped it over his half-sister's mostly nude form. She blushed darker and turned her head away in shame. "What the hell would give you the idea that I would condone rape?" One of them started to answer when Zero continued. "Are you not members of The Black Knights? Aren't The Black Knights supposed to be Knights of Justice? Where's the justice in this?" He was screaming now.

The men just glanced at each other, confused. "She's a sworn enemy commander, she's killed or had killed many of our friends. She deserves the humiliation."

Lelouch stared, wide-eyed and shocked, though they couldn't see that through the mask. His hands curled into fists again and he stomped to the door, shutting and locking it with his administration code. The men looked back and forth, wondering if he was planning on joining them.

They got their answer, though they'd never know it. He pulled off his helmet, letting them all see the fury in his eyes. Cornelia was stunned, until she noticed the brightly glowing sigil in his left eye. Lelouch turned to the four men. "Die." The command was short, simple, and in Lelouch's mind, not nearly enough punishment. Each of the four men stood, drew their pistol and cleanly shot themselves in the side of the head, collapsing in a quickly-growing pool of blood.

He turned back to Cornelia, his eyes dark and full with barely restrained tears. He opened his mouth to speak once, but nothing came out. Setting down his mask on the table, he instead walked over to her and undid the belts on her legs, letting them down. "I-I'm so sorry..." It wasn't enough, not in his mind. There was nothing he could do to make up to her what just happened. He undid the restraint on her arm overhead. She quickly clutched his cloak to herself, burying her face in the mantle around the top to stifle her cries.

The fallen prince glanced down to the floor. He was distraught. He had no way to make up to her what he had almost let happen. If he hadn't shown up when he did... He didn't want to think about it. He was just glad he wasn't any later. He saved her some dignity at least. He pulled out his cell phone and called Jeremiah. "Jeremiah? Yeah, it's me. Did you remember to seal the door to Cornelia's room when you brought the food?" There was a small pause. "I see. You need to come here immediately, but first go into the laundry area and find a clean uniform." Another pause. "Uh..." He glanced and Cornelia, and sighed again. "Just get something of Kallen's. It should fit well enough. Make it quick."

He hung up the phone and knelt next to the purple-haired woman. She looked more vulnerable than he'd ever seen her before. He reached forward and put a hand on hers. "I'm so sorry, Cornelia." He sighed and looked at the floor and the blood now seeping into the knee of his pants. "I'm going to move you to my private quarters. You'll be safe there. Only a handful of people know that access code, and that door locks automatically after each use."

She nodded quickly, still trying to regain her composure underneath his cape. She was mortified. He had made it though. She was embarassed about being exposed and groped, but it didn't get any farther. He had made it in time. He had seen her, however, and the memory made her face flush again. She didn't know what to think. He seemed to be hurt even worse than she felt. Did he blame himself? The more she saw him, the more he reminded her of the boy she knew back in Pendragon. The boy that had captured the hearts of her little sister, and her half-sister Nunnally.
